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Warning 


Normal kids are happy and enjoy life. They go to school and 
grumble about every little pop quiz. They go on vacation with their 
parents and have fun. Ordinary fifteen-year-olds have an ordinary 
life with ordinary parents and ordinary days. Me? Not so much. | go 
to school, sure, but | don’t complain about tests. | never go on 
vacation with my parents. If | do one thing he doesn’t approve of... 
Well, we’ll skip that part for now. My classmates stare when | show 
up with a black eye or walk with a limp. When my hand shakes too 
much to keep hold of a pencil, yeah, they laugh. | try to ignore it, but 
believe me, that is way easier said than done. 

My school, Milden Prep, is my safe place. It’s more of a home to 
me than my real house. Nobody knows what happens at home, 
except my best friend. Samuel King sticks around for me. Everyone 
else avoids me because they’re afraid they might catch the “crazy.” 

If you want to know what exactly it ts that’s nearly driven me 
off the deep end and almost caused me to run away, then please read 
the rest of this story. The most important thing that’s ever happened 
in my life. lt changed me. | became a new person. Maybe it’ll give you 
some insight about how tough other people’s lives can be. Maybe 
you'll learn an important lesson. | only ask that you heed these 
words of advice: no matter how difficult you think your life may be, 
if you only look up, there will be the one person who can help you. He 
will always be there. 


My eyes reluctantly opened when my alarm clock dinged. | 
rolled out of bed and slapped the snooze on my clock. The more time 
| wasted in my room, avoiding my father, the better. | took a fifteen- 
minute shower and pulled on a T-shirt and jeans. Shouldering my 
backpack, | slowly walked downstairs and into the kitchen. There 
stood my mother, cooking bacon and egg sandwiches. Here’s a word 
about her before you meet her, though she isn’t going to speak a 
word. Speaking when he’s around scares her. 

Her name is Mary Samoht. Her smile makes my worries melt 
away, unless Father is tn the room. She never gets angry, even at 
Dad. Sometimes she sleeps in my room, sometimes she sleeps on the 
couch. Her blue eyes never shine how they used to. Mostly, she’s 
happy, but only for my benefit. If Father is near, she never ever 
smiles or laughs or talks really. But anyway, back to the kitchen. 

| dropped my pack ona chair and sat opposite my dad. He 
stared at me with narrowed eyes like he did every morning. Took a 
sip of coffee. Leaned forward. Then he banged his fist on the table 
and | flinched. 

“Thomas, | understand you did not complete your homework.” 

| stared him in the eye. “No, | did not.” 

“why?” 

“Well, Dad, maybe because my arm was broken. Have you ever 
tried to write something with a broken arm? It’s difficult. Luckily, | 
don’t have myself to blame for that.” Not that | usually did. 

“What did you tell your teacher?” 

“The half-truth. That my arm was broken. | wouldn’t tell her 
why. I’ve learned my lesson.” 

“Don’t get smart with me, Thomas. Hurry up and get out of 
here.” 

No breakfast, no “have a wonderful day, son.” That was it. 
Small talk and the bus. | told Mom goodbye, ignoring Dad’s glare. Just 
before | shut the door, | turned back to my father. 

“Maybe soon it will only be me and Mom.” | slammed the door. 

From inside, | heard glass shatter and Father’s rage. | didn’t 
often get away with remarks like that, but | was happy | had this 
time. | met up with Sam on the sidewalk and grinned. His girl wasn’t 
with him today, and | wondered why. 

“Dude, where’s Sasha?” | asked. 

“She’s with Brody. Something about liking blonds.” He didn’t 
sound disappointed. He looked me over. “Looks like you’ve had a good 
week.” 


That’s when | heard the door creak open. | nervously glanced 
back and, unsurprisingly, saw Father walking toward me. | could 
almost see the anger written on his face. | could see the fire in his 
eyes. But | was used to it. | was used to seeing a man bent on 
destroying all the happiness around him. 

“Dad, what | said earlier, |—” 

No words. No chances. No mercy. There never was. Likely never 
would be. He backhanded me hard enough that | fell and tasted blood 
in my mouth. He scowled at Sam and went back inside. It was like 
that most days, sometimes worse. It always got worse as the day 
progressed. Now you know why | take forever to go downstairs. Why 
| hang out tn Sam’s house, the one right next to mine, any time | can. 
But nothing helped, never had. At least he didn’t hurt Mom. Only me. 

Sam pulled me up and offered a sympathetic look. “You need to 
call the police or Child Protective Services or something, Tommy. You 
can’t allow this to keep happening. Haven’t you at least considered a 
psychiatrist?” 

| spit a mouthful of blood in my yard and turned to Sam. “You 
know he’d never let me do that in a million years. I’ll be fine for 
now.” 

“How long do you think ‘for now’ is gonna last, man?” 

“1 don’t know.” 

Sam shifted his weight. “| never see you cry or complain. | don’t 
think that’s healthy. If you wanna talk to someone, we can do it in 
secret.” 

“Sam, buddy, | appreciate the offer. | really do. But it will only 
make things worse. What happens when my father finds out?” He 
didn’t have an answer for that. 

The bus pulled up to the sidewalk and we stepped inside. As was 
typical, every eye followed me to the back of the bus. | heard 
whispers about the latest conspiracy theories. 

“Maybe he’s a boxer.” 

“Or a ninja!” 

“Nah. It’s probably a disease.” 

That last one actually made me smile. What disease caused 
random bruises, scratches, and broken bones? Heh. | left them to it 
and leaned against my seat with closed eyes. The bus and Sam’s 
house were really the only places | could get decent rest. At home, | 
lost sleep worrying what Father would do when he returned from 
work. When | took One wrong step. But now, in the bus, | fell 
instantly asleep. 


My eyes seemed to open too soon. | squinted against the 
sunbeams streaming through the windows. Then | sat up and realized 
| was alone, except for the bus driver. | walked over to him and 
tapped him on the shoulder, intending to ask where everyone had 
gone. But when he turned to face me, | stumbled back and screamed. 
It was my father, only he didn’t look like himself. He looked... evil. | 
know that’s a horrible thing to say about your parents, or anyone 
really, but | don’t Rnow any other word for it. 

That was when | really woke up, screaming for full effect. 
Kidding, the screaming was real. That dream really had gotten to me. 
| took a deep breath and turned to Sam when he grabbed my arm. 

“Are you okay, bro?” | nodded, not trusting my voice. He lowered 
his tone. “I’ll call the police tf you don’t.” 

| frowned. “No, you won’t. You can’t.” 

“Someone has to do something. Your old man will kill you one 
day, Tommy.” 

“He wouldn’t go that far.” | did not even believe those hollow 
words. 

Sam flung his hands in the air, and | winced, too used to Father 
raising a hand against me. He lowered them quickly and stared at me 
for a moment. 

“Sorry. | wasn’t thinking.” He said, calmer now. 

“It’s fine. It’s just... reflex.” | stared out the window, watching 
the school come into view. “I’ll take you up on that offer, King.” 

| could tell without looking that he was grinning. “I knew you’d 
come around, Samoht.” 
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It was third period, science, when we heard it. | was sitting at 
my desk before the teacher came in, watching Brody scowl at Sam 
and kiss Sasha. His greasy blond hair and too small brown eyes and 
overall demeanor unnerved me. | don’t know why, but it always had. 

When Mrs. Nakoma arrived, Brody and Sasha had righted 
themselves. She began spelling names on the chalk board in 
alphabetical order. Then, tn uniformity, we presented our projects. 
Sam’s was a solar system that only spun with the usage of black 
light, which also made it glow. Brody’s was a piece of cardboard with 
a lame drawing of a volcano on it. Sasha flashed a smile at him when 
he presented it. When it was my turn, | showed them my volcano. 
Just as it was about to erupt, however, we heard a gunshot. | jumped 
hard enough that my volcano broke against the concrete ground. 


Several things flew through my head at the speed of light. Had 
Dad shot Mom? Did he kill himself? Was someone just murdered? | 
didn’t have much time to think these things through, though, 
because Sam pulled me aside. 

“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” he asked. 

| already knew | was, but | didn’t want to go there. “Dude, those 
are my parents you’re talking about. Dad wouldn’t...” 

“You need to get home and check on things. I’ll cover for you. 
Don’t forget to come to my house later.” 

| was about to reply that | wasn’t going to skip school, but Mrs. 
Nakoma gripped my shoulder and steered me out the door. Without 
any explanation, | was led to the principal’s office. Mr. Michael. He 
was the best adult I’d ever met. His hair was awesome. His beard 
was epic. But it was the way he acted that made him an 
exceptionally likable guy. He was like the father | never had. I’d 
almost told him that once, but |! knew Father would find out from his 
“sources” and l|’d regret it. 

Mrs. Nakoma stayed until | sat down across from my principal. 
She silently closed the door behind her and left me alone with Mr. 
Michael. He closed a drawer in his desk before acknowledging me. He 
raked a hand through his red hair and stared at me with all the 
intensity of a predator hunting prey. His brown eyes drifted briefly to 
the swollen bruise on the side of my face. Then his eyes softened, and 
he cracked a genuine smile. 

“Thomas, you aren’t here because you’re in trouble, | hope you 
understand. No, something different indeed. Over the years you’ve 
come to this school with a series of injuries. Everything from mere 
scrapes to broken bones. You never appear to be in any pain or act 
sad about it. You act as though it happens every day. I’ve never seen 
you cry. There are often dark circles under your eyes when they 
aren’t black. Your hands shake too much for a boy of fifteen. You 
always seem... jumpy. Thomas, | asked you here today for a question. 
| want absolute honesty from you. | promise, from friend to friend, 
that no one will hear of it. You have my word.” Mr. Michael’s smile 
had been steadily fading, and when he leaned forward, only a frown 
remained. “Are you being abused?” 

| stared at the clasped hands in my lap and swallowed. If | told 
him, would Father find out? Could this be my chance to escape my 
own dad? Or would Michael just contact Child Protective Services to 
take me away from Mom? | didn’t want the police involved. | wanted 
to stay with Mom. | wanted a father who would love me, as mine 


never had. Never will. 

| looked at Mr. Michael and he nodded encouragindly. | 
massaged my recently slapped face and felt a sudden urge to break 
down. To tell my principal everything. | dropped my hand and made 
eye contact with him. 

“1 can’t tell you.” | whispered. 

Mr. Michael sighed. “Yes, you can. What you mean is that you 
won’t. Thomas, nobody will know. I’ll offer you therapy. I’m a trained 
shrink. | can help you.” 

“Before | say anything, what was that gunshot about? Was 
someone killed?” | questioned. 

“| haven’t heard anything about it yet. If | do, I’ll let you know. 
But let’s discuss the more pressing matter, Thomas.” 

My throat seemed to close up. Everything | was about to do 
seemed wrong. Yet | smirked as | said it. “| would love to tell you 
that my father is abusive and hits me. He throws things and screams 
at Mom, but he never touches her. He only hurts...” my voice broke, 
and my smile vanished. “Father only hurts me. But he wouldn’t 
appreciate it if | told you all that.” 

Mr. Michael didn’t find the sarcasm endearing. “Thomas, when 
does he hit you? What does he do?” 

My voice was raspy. “All manner of hitting, sir. He never does it 
in front of Mother, but she knows. She takes me to the hospital, 
which only makes him angrier. He does it every day, sir. More than 
once. He’s never done anything worse than breaking a bone or two. If 
he ever finds out about this, he’s warned he’ll do much worse.” 

“He won’t. Tell me, though. Why haven’t you called the police?” 

“What proof do | have? They’ll say I’m delusional and only hit 
my head. Or fell and broke my leg. And when they leave, Father will 
still be there. He’ll always still be there.” 

“Thomas, I’m sorry, but telling the police will only help.” 

My voice rose. “No, it won’t. It will only make things worse. He 
told me! He told me what he would do!” 

Michael knelt beside my chair, gripping my shoulder. “Do you 
believe in God?” 

“ve got to believe in something, else there’s nothing to pray to 
and to seek help from.” 

“The Lord is good, a stronghold in the day of trouble; and He 
knows those who trust in Him.’ Do you know that verse?” 

“No, sir. l’ve never read the Bible.” | replied. 

He nodded. “| understand. It’s Nahum 1:7. Do you know what it 


means?” 

“It means that God is there for the people who struggle, and He 
knows whether or not you trust Him.” 

“Right. Jesus is there for everyone, Thomas. Trust Him to take 
care of things. Do you mind if | pray for you?” 

| let him pray and listened. “Worrying will get us nowhere, yet 
we still let it consume us. In times such as these, Lord, | ask You to 
grant Thomas a great amount of strength, faith, and courage to fight 
off the doubt and fear within his mind. Let faith cast out his fear, 
Lord. Amen.” 

| turned to my principal and realized how much talking about it 
to someone of authority had helped me. My mind felt a little more 
peaceful. For the first time tn an awfully long time, | cried. | cried for 
a father | had lost. | laid my head in my hands and let my body shake 
with grief and fear and anger and sadness. | felt Michael’s arms wrap 
around me and | clung to him like a lost child. | never wanted him to 
leave me again. | didn’t want to go back home where | could predict 
what would happen. | wanted to stay with Mom or Michael forever 
and live far away from home. Far away from my father. 

| was still sobbing into my principal’s shoulder when the door 
opened about ten minutes later. | didn’t bother looking up, but | 
recognized the voice immediately. 

“Oh. | was just going to ask if you knew where Thomas was...” 
Sam said sheepishly. 

“He’s excused from school for the remaining week.” Michael 
replied. 

“Do you mind if | ask why?” 

“Family matters.” 

Sam glanced at me before turning to go, but the principal 
gripped his arm. “We’ll meet after school, Mr. King. At your house, as 
you requested.” 

That’s when | slid from Mr. Michael’s arms and turned to Sam. 
“Our principal is the psychiatrist you told me about?” 

Sam shoved his hands in his pockets. “Yeah. He’s helped me 
before, man. And you need some serious help. Let him drive you to 
my place. Skip home for once.” 

| wiped the wetness from my face and eyes. “Sure, because last 
time | did that it worked perfectly. You know he’ll come directly to 
your house, dude. | can’t do that to you.” | spoke to Mr. Michael. 
“Thank you, sir. I’ll be at Sam’s house, but only after Dad gets home 
from work. That should be around 5:30. See ya.” 


| spun on my heel and quickly walked away from the office. 
Going down the hall, | saw Brody and Sasha talking to another girl. 
Her olive skin and dark hair reminded me of Mom. Then | noticed her 
eyes. They sparkled blue and green, full of life. She smiled at me as | 
walked past her. She was the only person other than Sam who smiled 
at me in greeting. Everyone else immediately stopped whispering 
their theories and stared with a permanent scowl. 

| walked outside and breathed in the cool spring air. Today 
wasn’t superhot, so | was feeling fairly good about leaving school 
early. Well, until | saw my mother’s car in the parking lot. | knew 
what it meant, and my heart sank to the depths. | sullenly strode to 
the old silver Camaro and slid into the passenger’s seat. She smiled 
when she saw me and squeezed my hand. Then, like | Rnew it would, 
her happiness vanished as her eyes fixed on my bruised face. 

“Oh, Tommy. | tried. I’m so sorry, honey. He didn’t used to be 
like this, you know. It was only when he came back from the military 
ten years ago. He’s changed. If you leave, I’ll understand.” 

| buckled my seatbelt and looked at her. “Mom, I’d never leave 
you alone with him. Listen, I’m going to Sam’s house after Dad gets 
home.” 

“He’s already home. That’s why I’m here. | wanted to tell you 
before we got there. You know what he’s going to say.” 

| bit my lip. “Il know Mom, but it’s really important.” She started 
driving home. “Our principal, Mr. Michael, will be there. He’s a trained 
shrink.” 

“Therapy? Behind his back? Thomas, if he ever finds out...” 

“Then he won’t find out. | need this, Mom.” 

She said nothing else as we drove away from Milden Prep. My 
hands shook horribly when she pulled into the driveway. | admit, | 
was scared. | was always scared when Father came home early. It 
meant I’d done something he especially disapproved of. It meant 
severe punishment. 

Mom stayed in the car as | closed the door. She preferred not to 
see me hurt. At least she loved me. | pushed open the door and 
glanced back at my mother before shutting it. | walked upstairs with 
a heavy heart and threw my backpack in my room, deliberately 
avoiding eye contact with the man sitting on my bed. | turned to 
leave, hoping to go unscathed. But his hand wrapped like a vise 
around my arm. 

“Skipping school, Thomas? Getting detention?” he asked. 

“| didn’t get detention, Dad. | was excused from school for the 


rest of the week.” 

“1 don’t want to hear your excuses, boy!” he twisted my arm 
behind my back. “You will be going right back to school tomorrow. 
And where were you going just now?” 

Through gritted teeth, | said, “To Sam’s.” 

More twisting. “Why?’ 

“To hang out, like we always do.” | turned my head to see him 
and scowled. “To avoid you as much as possible.” | honestly don’t 
know why | said that. | Rnew I’d regret it. Or maybe | wouldn’t. 

That was when he kicked me in the back. Hard. And he didn’t 
release my arm. | did not scream or cry or fight back. I’d done it 
before, and lI’d learned my lesson. With my back aflame in pain, | was 
unable to hold up my own weight. If he let go and stopped twisting 
my arm, lI’d fall face first against the wood floor. That’s what he did. 

“You’re a disappointment, Thomas. But because I’m so forgiving, 
I’ll let you go to your friend’s house. And if | find out that you 
skipped school tomorrow, you’ll never lie to me again after I’m done.” 

On his way out, with all the kindness of his heart, he put his 
full weight on my right leg and my stomach when | rolled over. No, | 
didn’t whine or yell when he left. | didn’t vomit because there was 
nothing to throw up. | hadn’t eaten anything all day. | carefully 
pushed myself up, wincing from my back pain. | stood with a hunch 
and favored my left leg. My arm had a purple bruise and ached 
terribly from the twisting. My stomach was bruised, and | possibly 
had a broken rib. My leg had been spared, but it hurt enough for me 
to be limping. And though | could not see my back, there was no way 
it wasn’t completely discolored. | knew as | slowly limped down the 
stairs that it wouldn’t hold my weight for long. 

| passed Father as he glared at me until | slammed the door and 
cursed under my breath. | saw Mom rushing out of the car and | 
forced a smile. Then she hugged me, and | placed a hand on the hood 
of the car to keep from falling over. The scream that only | could 
hear inside me was deafening. | pulled away first and spoke first. 

“He’s letting me go. Go inside and rest, Mom. Please.” My voice 
sounded weak even to my own ears. 

“Tommy, | Rnow you’re hurt. You need to go to the hospital. 
Come on.” 

“Mom, really, I’m okay. Go inside.” 

She reluctantly left me there and silently closed the door. It 
was an argument she Rnew she wouldn’t win. It was because she 
wanted to believe that everything was okay. It never was. Never is. 


Never will be. 

| limped across my yard to Sam’s front door. | was already 
breathing heavily, and | leaned against the wall to support my 
weight. When | rang the doorbell, the door flung open without a 
moment’s hesitation. Sam appeared before me with creased brows. 

“Dude, it’s only just past four. Did he come home early?” he 
asked, eyes flitting to my discolored arm. 

My voice was soft when | spoke and choked with pain. | knew 
he could see the tension on my face. “Yeah, he did. Is Mr. Michael 
here?” 

“Not yet. Come inside, Tommy. We can hang out till he gets 
here.” Sam gestured to the entrance, and | sighed. 

“All right, man. But I’ve got to sit down.” 

He nodded and walked inside. | wasn’t limping anymore, but any 
second my back would give out. We were walking up to his room 
when it did. | fell in the hall and caught myself with my hands. Sam 
knelt beside me with a question in his eyes. 

“My back.” | gasped. 

He wrapped my arm around his neck and supported my weight 
as we stumbled into his room. He helped me lay on his bed, on my 
stomach of course. He sat in a chair and faced me with crossed arms. 

“What did he do to you, Thomas?” 

Thomas. Sam was worried. He only called me Thomas when 
things were serious. Worse than serious. “He did what he always 
does. What did you expect?” 

“This isn’t a game, bro. What happened?” 

| sensed he wasn’t going to give up, so! gave in. “Pull my shirt 
up.” 

He did, and | recognized shock on his face. He looked at me, 
then to my back, and at me again. It must’ve been worse than | 
thought because he was pale and didn’t seem to be breathing. He 
exhaled a long breath and lowered my shirt. 

“Tommy, you walked here like this?” he whispered. 

| closed my eyes. “Yes, Sam. | did.” 

“You were limping too. What else did he do?” 

| rolled to my back and grimaced, then lifted my shirt once 
more. The door opened at that exact moment and our principal 
entered. Michael sat beside me on the bed and felt for broken bones. 
He seemed satisfied, for which | was relieved. 

“Nothing feels broken. Is that all?” he asked. 

| looked pointedly at Sam before pushing myself up slowly and 


looking Michael in the eye. “It’s all that matters, sir. We’re here for 
therapy, not first-aid.” 

“Good, then let’s go downstairs.” 

At this, Sam smirked. He knew I’d never make it down the 
stairs without falling. He winked at me and whispered something in 
Mr. Michael’s ear. | groaned and scowled at my friend. 

Michael reached behind me and patted my back. | screamed on 
the inside and jumped up. His eyes studied me until | crumpled to the 
floor. Sam was the first one to react, kneeling beside me and looking 
scared. 

“Tommy? Tommy, can you hear me?” 

| could, but his voice sounded far away. The last thing | 
remember was Michael lifting me into his arms and ordering Sam to 
call 9-1-1. Then everything went dark. 


petite 


| woke up in the hospital. Il’d been there enough times to 
recognize the white walls and the white sheets. The uncomfortable 
bed and hospital gown. Sam was sitting in a chair in the corner of 
my room. Mom was beside my bed holding my hand while she slept. 
Dad was nowhere to be seen, surprise, surprise! Michael wasn’t there 
either. | guess the school kept him busy. | sat up. School. | had to be 
there today. | carefully slipped my hand from Mom’s and slid out of 
bed. | crawled over to Sam because my back was killing me. Tapping 
him on the shoulder, | whispered his name. 

“Sam, wake up, man.” 

His eyes opened and rested on me. He glanced at the bed 
confusedly, then me, and his eyes widened. “Tommy, you shouldn’t be 
moving. You need rest.” 

| laid on the floor in front of him so my back wouldn’t have to 
support me. “Listen, | have to be at school.” 

Sam was already shaking his head. “No. | have your best 
interest at heart. You’ll only put yourself tn more pain.” 

“Not going will be a world of pain. This is nothing, Sam. Please.” 

He helped me stand and we started walking, but not to the 
door. We walked toward my hospital bed. He practically forced me 
onto it and shrugged triumphantly. 

| scowled. “Really?” 

“It was your own stupidity that privileged me to do it.” 

“Whatever, dude.” But | was grinning too. 

The hustle and our talking had roused my mother. She smiled at 
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me and asked Sam to leave, which he politely did. Then her smile 
melted, and she held my hands. 

“Thomas, you can’t let this keep happening. You have to call 
someone to take you away. Or call the police and he’ll go to prison. 
You have to do something, sweetheart.” 

| raked a hand through my hair. “Mom, you Rnow | can’t. | have 
no evidence, and even if | did, prison will only last so long. He’ll get 
out sooner or later if he doesn’t break out. And if someone takes me 
away, | won’t have you. You’ll be alone with him. | don’t want that 
for you.” 

“Your life is more important than mine.” 

“Mom! That is not true.” | sighed. “Just let me do therapy at 
Sam’s with Mr. Michael. Dad won’t find out. It will be the same as it 
always is.” 

“That’s what I’m talking about. It’s always terrible, Tommy. 
Each time we come here, | sit, and | wait. | sleep by your bed until 
you wake up. Or sit by your bed while the doctors explain exactly 
what’s wrong this time. One day I’ll be sitting and waiting. A doctor 
will come to me with a serious expression. They’ll say they did 
everything they could, but it wasn’t enough. I’ll lose you, Tommy. 
Please, leave. If not for yourself, then for me.” She wiped her eyes. 

| smiled at Mom and shook my head slightly. “| won’t.” | 
whispered. 

“Will you at least cry? Aren’t you in pain?” 

Yes, | was. My back ached and felt bruised. There was a slight 
throb in my arm and my leg. My stomach felt weighed down by a 
ton, and | had to concentrate on not being sick all over Mom. But 
none of that meant | was ready to give up. To leave her alone with 
Dad. | would never do that to my worst enemy. 

| clasped my hands in my lap so she wouldn’t see them shaking. 
“Mother, do you believe in Jesus?” 

“| did a long time ago. But | lost faith when your father came 
home changed.” 

“Well, Michael does, and | do. He’s going to teach me about faith 
and God and give me therapy. Sam is a Christian too. This isn’t just 
something | want, Mom. | really do need this.” 

She leaned close to kiss my forehead, and then she was gone. | 
don’t know where she went, and | never found out. But | caught a 
glimpse of her grin as she exited my room and sent Sam and Mr. 
Michael in. A wide smile appeared on my face when | saw them. 

“I didn’t think you’d show, sir.” | said. 
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Michael took my mom’s seat. “I’m your therapist. I’ve got to be 
here.” 

“Is that really why you’re here?” 

“1 came to make sure one of my top students wasn’t on his 
death bed.” 

My grin grew. “Thank you, sir. For everything. How can | repay 
you?” 

“You don’t need to, Thomas. But | don’t want to see you at 
school until next week.” He winked, but my smile vanished. 

“Str, about that. | can’t afford to miss school. Ever. | told my 
father | would be there. He doesn’t appreciate disobedience.” 

Sam, who’d been listening intently all this time, spoke up. 
“Dude, not in your condition. The doctors said you shouldn’t even be 
walking for at least five days.” 

“Do you think | have a choice?” | snapped. “Do you honestly 
think this is the worst he’ll do? He’s done worse before. | have to 
endure his wrath each time | open the door. Each time | go home. 
School is more of a home to me than my own house. The hospital is 
where weeks of my time are spent. If | so much as step a centimeter 
out of line, there’s punishment. There always will be.” 

Michael and Sam glanced at each other, then looked at me very 
seriously. Both their eyes bored holes in my soul until | turned away. 
| stared out the hospital window, even when | felt a hand on my 
shoulder. 

“l’m sorry, Thomas.” | turned to my principal, but my eyes 
flickered to Sam. | sighed. 

“It tsn’t your fault, sir. I’m sorry for raising my voice. I’ll stay 
here until they release me.” | replied. 

Sam smiled. “Finally, some sense from you.” 

| rolled my eyes and lied down. “Do either of you know where 
my mother went?” 

Before | fell asleep, | saw my friend and my teacher glance at 
One another uneasily. Then darkness came with a feeling of dread. | 
must’ve slept for hours because when | awoke it was pitch black 
outside. Michael was gone, but Sam wasn’t. He was snoring in the 
chair Mom and Mr. Michael had sat in. 

| sat up and arched my back, gasping from the agony. Carefully, 
| ted down once more and took deep breaths. Sam stirred in his seat, 
but he did not wake. | wondered if he would stay here with me until | 
was free to go. | did a lot of wondering during my stays at the 
hospital. 
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When morning came, my eyes fluttered open due to the harsh 
light flooding through my window. | turned to Sam and shook his 
arm. He stifled a yawn and opened his eyes, staring at me witha 
look of pity. | ignored it. 

“Shouldn’t you be at school, bro?” | asked. 

“Michael let me free until you come back as well.” he answered. 

“Where is Michael, anyway?” 

“I don’t know. You look better, though.” 

| cautiously sat up and managed not to cry out tn pain. My arm 
was fine, as was my leg. My stomach hardly ached at all. lt was only 
my back that still felt sore and somewhat painful. | raised a brow at 
my friend. 

“Do you Rnow where Mom is, Sam?” | inquired. 

He wrung his hands nervously, avoiding eye contact with me. “I 
haven’t seen her in a while. Maybe she’ll turn up soon.” 

“What do you mean ‘turn up’? Did something happen to my 
mother?” 

“I... She... | don’t know what to tell you, man.” 

Huh? “How about the truth.” 

He sighed. “She hasn’t been at your house for two days. Nobody 
has seen her since she left the hospital. I’m sorry, Tommy.” 

| stared at him tn disbelief. “She left me. | don’t believe this.” | 
whispered. 

“Like | said, maybe she’ll come back...” he didn’t sound sure. 

“She wants me to leave too. | told her | wouldn’t leave her alone 
with Father. She left so that | would leave.” | stood up and began to 
pace. 

Sam watched me for a time before grabbing my arm. | looked 
into his eyes, but before | could say anything, | gasped. It wasn’t 
from pain this time. It was from pure terror. | actually considered 
jumping out the window to escape, but then I’d likely be put in the 
loony bin. What | really did was yank my arm away from Sam and 
scoot into the corner of the room. 

“Uh... Tommy? Everything okay?” he questioned. 

| glanced at him briefly and shook my head. Everything was far 
from okay. The next person | had hoped to see enter my room was 
Mr. Michael, but the man looming behind my friend was a rather 
different man than my principal. My father pushed Sam aside and 
crouched down, so we were eye level. 

“Honestly, Thomas. I’ve tried. | really have. You just don’t 
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listen.” He growled. Well, not really. More like grumbled. 

“V’m sorry, Father.” | breathed. Explaining would do nothing for 
my case. 

“V’m afraid sorry doesn’t cut it.” 

Dad grabbed my arm and pulled me, basically dragged me, 
actually, out the hospital doors. | didn’t glance back to see what Sam 
was doing. | didn’t care that the doctors and nurses gaped as we 
passed them. | only cared that this man had driven my mother away. 
He threw me, no exaggeration, into the car and slammed it closed. 

The fact that he wasn’t yelling at me told me the situation was 
worse than I’d thought. In the driveway, he killed the engine and 
stepped out of the car. My father pulled open the passengers’ door 
and flung me hard onto the concrete driveway. | felt blood on my lips 
and was hardly able to suppress a scream. The pain from my back 
knocked my breath away. 

“Stand up, Thomas.” Dad said quietly, too calmly. 

| pushed myself to my feet, but | had to lean against the car to 
stay up. Father punched me. He never had sympathy. Never had 
mercy. | doubled over and coughed. Without waiting for me to catch 
my breath, he yanked me inside and up the stairs. When we were in 
my room, he pulled my arms behind my back, pinching my shoulder 
muscles. 

“Sooner or later, you’ll have to learn.” He pulled a length of rope 
from his pocket. 

“Father, please. Don’t do this. I’m sorry. | should’ve listened to 
you. Please.” It was impossible to keep my voice from trembling. 

“You should have listened to me, Thomas. But you didn’t. You 
brought this upon yourself.” 

“Yeah, well, it’s your fault she’s gone. She hated you.” 

He wrapped the rope around my bed pole with the hand that 
wasn’t restraining me. “And you don’t?” his tone held not an ounce of 
regret. 

“Even if | did, | wouldn’t tell you. It’s wrong.” | whispered as he 
tied the rope too tightly around my wrists. 

He knelt before me when he was finished and forced me to look 
at him. “| do not care what you think of me. | am your father, and 
you will obey me. You are to stay here and finish your homework. I’m 
confident you can figure something out.” 

“| was wrong, Dad.” | stared him directly in the eyes because | 
knew it would make him angrier. | don’t know why | aggravated him, 
since it only brought more pain. Maybe because it was my way of 


freedom. Of rebellion. “| do hate you and | sometimes wish you 
weren’t my father. But you are, and | believe there’s a reason for it. | 
believe you can change if you want to. Change to the man you were 
before.” 

He slapped me and spun on his heel, walking slowly out the 
door. He didn’t glance back when he shut it. He simply didn’t care. 

Tied to my bed with my hands behind my back made standing 
an impossibility. My back was nearly numb with pain, but it wasn’t. | 
knew one of my ribs was broken this time because each inhale was 
like a dagger. My shoulders were beginning to ache from being 
pinched. | wanted to sob and scream and run away. But | couldn’t. | 
wouldn’t. 

Father brought no food, only water. | scowled at him each time 
he came, until it became a waste of strength. One day he came in 
without water. | didn’t even glance at him. If | had, | might’ve known 
what was coming. He knelt behind me and broke my arm. | felt him 
step on it and heard the sickening crack. That time | did scream. And 
pass out. He dumped the cups of water over my head after that. 
When | was conscious. 


porte es 


It could’ve been a year and | wouldn’t have known. It was night 
when it happened. Father had just left after drenching me with 
water. The numbers on my alarm clock read 10:30 p.m. | was trying 
to sleep through the pain when | heard an exhale behind me. In my 
position, | could not turn behind me and see who it was. It wasn’t 
until he sat in front of me that | realized it was Michael. He lifted my 
head so he could get a better look at me. 

“| shouldn’t have left you at the hospital. When | came back, 
Sam told me what happened. | bid my time in his house until | was 
sure it was safe. He’s waiting outside for you; said he didn’t want to 
see the extent of it until you were safe.” He whispered. 

“V’ll never be safe as long as Father lives.” | breathed. Then, 
“How long?” 

“Three days.” Michael moved behind me and my head dropped 
because | was too weak and too tired to hold it up. “Thomas, I’m 
going to untie the rope and we’ll climb out the window. How does 
that sound?” 

“Anything sounds better than staying here.” | gasped when he 
moved my arm for a better angle. 

“| think your arm is broken...” 
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| winced and concentrated on breathing. “| know it’s broken.” 

Michael sighed in relief when he’d undone the rope from my 
wrists, but | collapsed to the floor and groaned. | took a deep breath 
when Michael appeared in my line of sight. He helped me up and sat 
me on the bed. 

“Thomas, we need to get you out of here. Sam is probably 
wondering what’s taking so long.” He whispered, but | detected the 
urgency in his voice. 

My spine still hurt, my arm was broken, | hadn’t eaten for three 
days. He thought | could climb through a window? My principal was 
insane. | could hardly hold my head up, much less my entire self. 

“IL can’t walk. | can’t climb through a window with a broken 
arm.” | whispered. 

“Then I’ll carry you.” 

“Like that will be any safer.” 

“You’re honestly going to argue with me in your state?” 

| sighed, wincing when | felt a sharp pain. “No. | don’t care what 
you do.” 

He carefully lifted me into his arms and walked to the window. 
| noticed a rickety ladder leading to the ground below, which wasn’t 
much of a reprieve. Did he really think he was going to climb down 
that thing while holding me? | looked at him and shook my head, but 
he only smiled, held me through the window opening, and loosened 
his grip. He didn’t let go, but | sensed it was coming. 

“No! Sir, please. Don’t!” | yelled with what little strength | had 
left. 

“If you cannot walk, then this is the only way. Sorry, Thomas. 
Really, | am.” 

He let go of me and | fell. Every ounce of my breath left me 
when | gasped. The ground came nearer. | caught a glimpse of 
Michael as he climbed down the ladder. But my life didn’t flash before 
my eyes. People always say they see their life before their eyes like a 
movie right before they die. But | didn’t. | saw my friend. And he was 
there to catch me before | stained Dad’s backyard. 

“Quite a fall, don’t you think?” Sam whispered, but he was not 
smiling. 

“lL... That... He really just...” That was about when | passed out. 
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This time | came to in Sam’s house. | was laying on a white 
sofa, probably not the best place for someone who was bleeding. | 
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figured it didn’t really matter; else | would’ve been in the hospital. | 
pushed myself up with my good arm and leaned heavily against the 
couch. Then | saw Michael walk from the kitchen with a cup of 
water. Despite my thirst, | winced when he sat beside me, expecting 
him to dump the freezing liquid over my head. 

“Thomas, drink this.” 

| wrapped my hand around the cup, but | was too weak to 
actually keep a hold of it. Michael put it against my lips, and | 
gratefully drank it. | nodded when I’d had enough and turned to my 
principal. He spoke before | had opened my mouth. 

“| understand your fear, Thomas. Likely more than you do. I’m 
sorry, but you have to do something. ‘Put on the full armor of God, so 
that you can take your stand against the devil’s schemes.’ Do you 
know that verse?” 

“It’s Ephesians 6:11. Mom used to say that verse a lot. She said | 
should live by it.” | replied. 

Michael smiled. “Your mother was smart. What I’m telling you 
is that you need to prevent this from happening ever again.” 

“Can’t | just pray that he’ll change? He wasn’t always like this, 
you know.” 

“Praying is always a solution, but the answer may take time.” 

“| don’t care. | refuse to believe that he ts hopeless. | refuse to 
call the police on him. He’s my father. I’m his son. He must still love 
me. Somewhere deep down...” 

Sam walked in from the downstairs hallway and grinned at me. 
| looked up at him and offered a weak smile. He sat beside me and 
looked me over. | was thankful he didn’t hug me because | was fairly 
positive one of my ribs was broken. 

“You actually don’t look hurt.” He said. 

| shrugged and winced. “Looks can be deceiving.” 

“What this time?” Sam asked. 

“Broken arm. My back still. Broken rib.” 

“Your arm doesn’t look broken.” 

“You'll have to take my word for it.” 

He nodded and shifted his gaze to Michael. “Did he change his 
mind?” 

My principal shook his head. “He’s stubborn.” 

“Why are you talking as though I’m not here?” | asked. 

“You must understand that leaving is in your best interest, 
Tommy.” Sam replied. 

| couldn’t take it anymore. “My father can change, and he will. 


I’m not leaving my home. I’m not calling the police or Child 
Protective Services. I'm still alive and so long as |! am, | will live with 
my father. He’ll change.” 

“If that’s what you believe... then that’s what I’ll pray for, man. 
Goodnight, Tommy.” Sam disappeared up the stairs. 

“Call upon me in the day of trouble; | will deliver you, and you 
shall glorify me.’ Psalm 50:15.” Michael raised my head, something | 
could scarcely do on my own. “Trust His path for you, Thomas. If you 
really believe he’ll change, then ask God for guidance. Put your 
troubles upon Him and He will take your burden. It is never too late 
to be saved.” 

“Thank you, sir, for everything.” | whispered. 

My principal let my head drop as he turned and pulled 
something from his pocket. He ran his hand over a black leather- 
bound book and lifted my head once more. “Take this, Thomas. | will 
give you therapy, but not until you’ve returned and are able to recite 
and recognize ten Bible verses.” 

My shaky hand brushed the leather cover and | smiled. | wanted 
Father to see me read the Bible. | didn’t care what he did to me, 
perhaps just glancing at it would change him. | grasped the gift in 
my left hand and thanked Michael again. 

“This ts more than | could have asked for, sir, but...” | lifted my 
head to meet his eyes without the support. “What of my 
schoolwork?” 

Michael grinned at that. “What of it? This will be your only 
homework until | say otherwise.” He helped me lie down on the 
couch. “Are there any more questions?” 

| started to shake my head but paused. There was one question 
that had bounced about in my head. “Why are you helping me?” 

“Bear one another’s burdens, and so fulfill the law of Christ.’ 
Galatians 6:2. Now, listen. With your arm and back like that, I’m 
afraid tomorrow we must-” 

“No, please. | cannot go there again. Please, sir, there must be 
something you can do. Please.” 

Michael studied me for what seemed an endless number of 
minutes. At last, he relented. “| suppose there are some things | can 
do, but it will have to wait until tomorrow.” 

| sat up and hugged my principal, gasping from the sudden pain 
in my arm. Before | could thank him a third time, | lied down once 
more and steadied my breathing. Unfortunately, the deeper the 
breath, the more painful the stab from my broken ribs. 
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“Thomas? Are you all right?” Michael put his hand against my 
forehead, and | closed my eyes. 

| waited until | trusted my voice and answered, “No, sir. But 
with your help | will be.” 

“Don’t sleep yet. Your arm, at least, must be helped.” 

| nodded with closed eyes. Michael leaned over me and lifted my 
arm, but | could not contain the scream that burst from my lips. | 
heard someone pound downstairs and Sam appeared in my blurred 
vision. 

“What on earth happened?” he whispered. 

| gave him the simplest answer there was. “Father.” | breathed. 

Sam turned away from me, but | sensed he was worried. “| can’t 
bear to see you like this anymore, Thomas. You never look healthy. 
You never seem to enjoy yourself. You never seem to live the life you 
have. Thomas, you’ve never loved.” 

“My life isn’t over, dude. I've still got plenty of time.” 

“Do you? Everyone says they have all the time in the world, but 
they don’t. We have one life to live, and yours is wasting away. You 
let this happen. You won’t accept help. / can’t stand it.” 

“Sam, if you try to help me, he’ll only hurt you too. | can’t risk 
that.” 

“You can’t risk it? Look at yourself, Thomas! You’re weak and 
broken.” Sam faced me, and | noticed tears in his eyes. “If you won’t 
accept my help, then accept His. Let Him save you. Please.” 

“I’m not ready to do that yet. I'm sorry.” 

“When you are, find me.” He turned away once more and walked 
to the stairs, but he turned back and looked at me. “You’re like a 
brother to me, Thomas. Don't go about ruining that.” Then he was 
gone. 


ee 


My sleep was restless, on the rare occasion during the night 
that | fell asleep. Michael had put something on my arm and placed it 
in a sling, but it ached and kept me awake. At times | decided sleep 
was an impossibility, so | read the Bible. | took in every last word | 
read on every last page. When | saw Sam, it was a brief glimpse of 
him pacing at the top of the steps. As for my principal, he only came 
to see me well into the night. 

During the day, Sam’s mother brought me food, though she was 
never told what had happened to me or why | was there. Mrs. King 
simply accepted me, and for that | was grateful. | never moved or 
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walked around because of Michael’s insistence that | should wait 
until my back did not hurt. | didn’t think that would ever happen, 
but | agreed with him anyway. We still had not begun therapy, 
though by now | could likely recognize at least ten verses. | wondered 
if Michael was waiting for something else to happen. 

| wondered too much about Father. Had he noticed that | was 
gone? Did he even care? Was he worried at all? Was Mom home? The 
questions went on and on and on, endlessly plaguing me during night 
and day. | was scared. | knew what he would do if he was ever to find 
out. Yet, | still had hope. | had never denied that he would change. 
His demons would leave him behind. | prayed it every night. 

| was resting on the couch, as | had been for days now, trying 
to sleep despite the thumping pain that coursed through my body. | 
heard the door close, but | had not heard it open. | cautiously pushed 
myself up and strained my eyes against the dark. There he was. It 
had been inevitable. | had dreaded this moment. 

Before | could say anything, my father stepped closer and knelt 
beside me. “Thomas, why are you here?” he whispered. 

| sighed before | answered. “| was brought here by my principal. 
He helped me, Father. He... he’s going to give me therapy.” | should 
have stopped there, but | didn’t. “Therapy for what you did to me.” | 
winced, expecting the usual outburst. Only, there wasn’t one. 

“Oh.” There was something nearly unrecognizable in his voice. 
Remorse. Apology. Brokenness. His eyes fell on the book grasped in 
my hand. “What’s that?” 

“The Bible. You ought to read it when you get home. It'll change 
you, Father.” 

“Maybe you’re right.” | barely caught those words when he 
muttered them. He stood and nodded at me before turning and 
vanishing in the shadows. “I’m sorry, son. Perhaps one day you’ll 
forgive me.” 

After hearing those words from my father, | thought for sure | 
had fallen asleep and dreamed the whole thing. When | shook my 
head clear and shifted my right arm, | was positive | was awake. | 
was positive that had actually happened. | was not, however, 
positive it was all true. 

| slowly stood from the sofa and walked upstairs into Sam’s 
room. He was sound asleep, facing the window. | stared at him fora 
moment, but he had been serious before. He had not once called me 
Tommy. | couldn’t do it. | turned and began to walk away, but he had 
never been sleeping at all. Sam put his hand on my shoulder and 
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stopped me. 

“A man who has friends must himself be friendly, but there isa 
friend who sticks closer than a brother.’” He whispered. 

“Proverbs 18:24.” | replied. 

When Sam appeared in front of me, there was a wide grin on his 
face. | couldn’t return the happiness. “What’s up, Tommy?” 

| let myself slide down the wall. “It’s Father. He was here. In 
this house.” 

My friend’s brows furrowed. “You sound confused. What 
happened?” 

| raised my head to stare into his eyes. “He said... He apologized 
for everything.” 

There was a moment of stunned silence. After a time, Sam 
broke it. “Is that such a dreadful thing? | thought that’s what you 
wanted.” 

“1... tt ts, but how can | believe him? How am | to simply forgive 
him?” 

“You'll be ready soon. Keep reading and praying.” Sam pulled me 
up. “I’m sure Michael’s waiting for you down there, and I’m also sure 
you shouldn’t be walking. Goodnight, Tommy.” 

| watched him walk into his room and shut the door before 
staggering down the stairs. He had been correct. My principal was 
sitting on the couch, patiently waiting. That is, he had been. The 
second his eyes landed on me, he stood and helped me to the sofa. 
When we were both comfortable for the most part, he smiled at me. 

“V’m glad you’ve been reading, Thomas. | believe it’s time.” His 
face turned stern. “Tell me about your father.” 

It tumbled from my lips before | could think twice about telling 
him anything. It all came spewing out like a fountain at the park. 
The time he came home and yelled at me for the first time ever. The 
times he screamed at Mom and threw things. Every single time he 
hit me. Every time he raised a hand and threatened it. Threatened to 
hurt me. To hurt my mother. To rip our family apart. Then | tooka 
deep breath and told him what had happened tonight. His sudden and 
rather unbelievable apology. All the time, | grasped the Bible as 
Michael nodded and asked the proper questions. He was simply there 
to listen. To guide. To minister. 

“Bearing with one another, and forgiving one another, if any of 
you has a complaint against another; even as Christ forgave you, so 
you also must do.’ You know that verse?” Michael said at last. 

“It’s Colossians 3:13.” | replied. 
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“Good. Do you know why | chose that verse just now?” 

| nodded. He raised a brow. | sighed. “You want me to forgive 
Father. I’m sorry, sir, | can’t. After everything he’s done to me, that is 
no easy task. I...” my voice drifted off when he raised his hand. 

“Thomas, do unto others as you would have them do unto you. 
It is not about what they have done, but what you can do. You 
forgive people and you receive forgiveness. We forgive simply because 
we can.” 

“| suppose you are correct.” | whispered, lying down once more 
with closed eyes. 

“l’m glad you’ve been reading and learning. | expect to see you 
again tomorrow for our next session.” 

“I’m not so sure one will be necessary.” 

| opened my eyes briefly to see Michael smile at me before he 
turned and left, but | did not sleep right away. | slid off the sofa and 
knelt before it with clasped hands and a bowed head. | rested my 
hands on my Bible and whispered a prayer. 

“Heavenly Father, | have been hurt by someone | loved, trusted, 
and cared for. | cannot seem to let go of the pain and anger this has 
caused me. It's beginning to affect me in ways | wish it would not. It 
tears my attention away from You. Lord, | pray tonight that You 
would heal me and help me to forgive the man who has hurt me so 
deeply. It only saddens me and angers me to dwell on the pain. 
Please, teach me not to dwell on the bad of the situation, but the 
good. Help me to see Your lessons in the struggles I’m going through. 
In Jesus’ name, amen.” 


+4+4++++++ 


Before Sam could stop me or my principal could show up, | left 
my friend’s house. Silently closing the door, | glanced across the yard 
to my house, where | knew Father would be waiting for me. | walked 
as quickly as | could and opened the door to my own home. My back 
began to ache, but | ignored it and entered Father’s room. 

| saw him sitting upon the bed and looking through the window. 
| sat beside him and took his hand. “Father, I’m here.” 

He looked at me and, I'm ashamed to say, | flinched. He 
squeezed my hand after | faced him once more and exhaled. “I did as 
you suggested. | read much of the Bible.” 

“And?” 

“| repented, Thomas. | gave myself to Jesus. I'm saved.” Tears 
sparkled in his eyes, tears of joy. He saw the look on my face though. 
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“Is something the matter?” 

“1... L|haven’t repented. | haven’t surrendered.” | breathed. 

“There is always time, dear boy. He is patient.” 

| looked into my father’s eyes and found myself struggling to 
maintain any sort of composure. At last, | cried. | leaned into my 
father’s arms and sobbed. He held me how he used to, so long ago. 
His strong arms enveloped me until | was calm. | let myself stay 
there until | trusted my voice. 

“Thank you, Father. There is only one thing | need.” 

“What’s that?” he asked. 

| smiled tiredly. “The hospital.” 

He nodded and carried me to the car, starting the engine and 
driving away. We were there in ten minutes. My arm was put ina 
cast and my back in a brace. Father never once left my side, for 
which | was surprised to find | was thankful. | had my father back. 

Only three days after | was taken to the hospital, Sam paid me 
a visit. | grinned when he entered and pushed myself up. He smiled 
and shook his head. 

“Dude, I'm glad it all worked out.” he said. 

“It’s only thanks to you and Michael, Sam.” | exhaled. “Thank 
you.” 

“Anytime man, anytime.” That was all. He was gone after that. 

The fifth day was when Michael came. He took my father’s seat 
and smiled. “This is what you wanted, Thomas. He’s saved and you’re 
saved.” 

| turned away from him, my smile fading and happiness draining 
at seeing him. “Only I'm not, sir. | haven’t repented. | haven’t 
confessed. | haven’t surrendered.” 

“| see.” 

| faced him again. “That’s all you have to say? No advice?” 

“Simply ask God for forgiveness, dear boy. That’s all. When 
you’re ready, I'll see you again.” Then he was gone too. 
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It was early morning when my eyes popped open. | flung my 
covers off and walked to the window, though | wasn’t sure why. | 
stared at the beautiful sunrise for a rather long time. The pinks and 
oranges and yellows all smoothed together. The white clouds drifting 
by. Then a bird landed on the sill outside. A wondrous white dove. | 
stared at it until it tilted its head, as though waiting for something. 
As | stood there dumbfounded, | suddenly knew what it was the bird 
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had been waiting for. | got on my knees and held my Bible close to 
my heart. | was ready. 

At first, | wasn’t sure what to say. Then a poem began rolling 
off my tongue. | smiled as | prayed a poem of surrender to my Savior. 
“Oh Lord, how | need You, | was so blind. | sinned against You, please 
heal my mind. | Rnow | disgraced You; | know what I've done. | need 
You forever, My Jesus, the One. You died for my sin, Your hands and 
feet nailed. You never regret it, although | have failed. | tried to run 
far, but You held me fast. | ran the rope taut, Your love, it will last. | 
am condemned, a child of sin. Oh God, please save me, from demons 
again. You called me by name, but | didn’t care. Please try once more, 
| promise to be there. My Jesus, I’m sorry, content to forgive me. 
Now | am here, to praise You in glory. | fall on my knees, humbled by 
sin. Oh, how | love You, dear Jesus, amen.” When | finished, tears 
trailed down my cheeks. 

| took off my back brace and asked them to saw off my arm 
cast. | was healed by faith, humbled before Christ the Lord. | was 
saved. When | told Father, he swung me around. | was still laughing 
when he put me down and turned to the door. | glanced over my 
shoulder, and everything seemed to slow down. Standing by the 
entrance was Mother. My smile widened and | noticed Father's eyes 
fill with tears. 

“Mother!” | ran into her open arms and laughed through tears 
once more. It was a miracle from above. When Sam and Michael 
came too, | told them what had happened. | could hardly contain 
such joy. Such warmth and peace. Such forgiveness. 

The last thing | said tn the hospital that day was quite simply 
this: “For the word of God (s living and powerful, and sharper than 
any two-edged sword, piercing even to the division of soul and spirit, 
and of joints and marrow, and is a discerner of the thoughts and 
intents of the heart.’ Hebrews 4:12. It is the greatest word you ever 
shall hear!” 


The End 
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J} Thomas Samoht is lost in life and stuck 

“\with a broken family. His father is 
abusive. His mother on the verge of 
s leaving. His friend one step 

away from involving the 

‘police. For Thomas, the 


‘\\Will he accept Jesus as his Savior? 
Will his father change as Thomas 
\so hopes he will? Is Christ truly 
_enough for a broken boy and his 


